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pearls, a gem against the blue of the heavens flecked with
clouds.

And then we descended to Krakow itself, a shabby, lop-sided
town ; bankrupt; marvellous frescoes in its dingy palaces;
a gigantic and proportionately filthy Ghetto ; shops laden with
art treasures deposited or pawned by emigres from Russia ; a
tramway system matched only within my experience with that
of the mud flats of Omdurman ; streets like see-saws ; univer-
sities ; myriads of students and innumerable monks of Heaven
alone knew how many different Orders ; and this half-baked
antiquity was producing every kind of social disease. What a
camouflage were these tapestry-hung palaces, these courtyards,
architecturally reminiscent of the Italian Renaissance. These
universities and endless cathedrals !

But there are certain cities that cannot be approached without
a sense of reverence and solemnity. Rome, Constantinople,
Athens, Jerusalem, fill the sympathetic traveller with wonder and
deep joy, but Krakow, saturated in the history of almost con-
tinuous tragedy and suffering, with its copper-domed cathedral
of unparalleled loveliness, dominating the surrounding plains
and the spirits of tens of thousands of the faithful, will haunt even
a chance traveller to the end of life. Krakow is the soul of
Galicia ; and once under the spell of this romantic countryside,
escape is impossible.

The town of Krakow, the historic capital of ancient Galicia,
is one of the most fascinating cities in the world, and for centuries
it has been the centre of a quite remarkable culture, wholly
Polish in character.

With my wife we went to the Imperial Hotel, formerly the
centre of society and fashion. The hall porter, who spoke English,
was so overwhelmed by our visit that he promptly assigned to us
the Royal Suite, the total cost of which, together with our meals,
was is. 6d. a head per day. The good Count Pusowski took us
under his wing for the period of our visit and was earnest and
ardent as a propagandist for Poland.

I attended a dinner at which appeared all the notables of
Krakow, the remarkable features of which were, that the
orchestra in the adjoining restaurant played the National Anthem
without cessation from the beginning to the end of our entertain-
ment, and no drinks were served, not even water on the table,
except creme de menthe. I was nearly desperate half-way through
dinner and found a trivial excuse to leave the table and retired